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multy's self-serving statement to the papers, I urged my* husband to publish the full correspondence forthwith, thus providing the background for his brief and pointed repudiation of the dinner "message". He smiled and refused. "No, let the unpleasant affair fade out. Tumulty will sulk for a few days, then come like a spanked child to say that he is sorry and wants to be forgiven/'
He did not come for ten months, and then on the day before Mr. Wilson died. The doctors would admit no one to the sickroom. I knew that people were coming in a continual stream, but I did not meet them and did not know that Mr. Tumulty was one of them until afterwards when I was told that Mr. Tumulty had said that I had refused to permit him to see his dying chief. After the end had come and the family had assembled Mr. McAdoo asked if I objected to Mr. Tumulty's coming to the house for the little private burial service. "No," I said, "not if he wants to come." Mr. McAdoo telephoned, and he came. Later I read in the papers that after this private service, when the names were read to follow the cortege to the Cathedral for the public services Mr. Tumulty's was last, being preceded even by those of the domestic servants. That is something else I had not known before.
It is a pleasure to turn from this painful episode to some of the visitors we had that spring. One was the droll Mr. Christopher Morley. In his newspaper column Mr. Morley had written an article about how unpronounceable and un-spellable were the Indian names I had selected for the emergency fleet. Right off, we started to tease him about this and in a way evened up the score of criticism. But we made our peace with him, and had another good laugh besides, when he told us of his personal memento of Mr. Henry Cabot Lodge. It seems that Mr. Morley got hold of a photograph of the Senator wearing light spats over dark shoes, but in the developing or re-touching of the film the shoes had come out white and the spats black. Mr. Morley had cut off the feet